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The Tragedy «/Umlci 
A*' they fell out by time, by meancs, and place, 
Allgiuentomineeare. 

King. But how hath fhe receiv'd his loue ? 

Pol. What doe you thinke of me? : 

King. As of a man f aithfull and honorable, 

P ol. I would faine prouc fo, but what might you thinke 
When I had feenc this hot loue on the wing? 

As I percciu’d it ( I mud tell you that). 

Before my Daughter told me, what might you, 

Ormy deare Maiefty your Queencheere thinke, 

If I had plaid the Deske, or Table booke. 

Or giuen my heart a working mute and dumbe, 

Orlookt vppon this loue with idle fight, 

What might you thinke ? no, I went round to worke, 

And my yong Milirific this I did befpeakc, 

Lord i-hw/<?Hs a Prince out of thy ftarre. 

This mult not. bee : and then I preferipts gaue her 
That fhc fhould locke her fclfe from his rJort, 

Admit no meffengers,receiue no tokens. 

Which done fhe tookc the fruites of my aduife. 

And hee repel d.a fhort tale to make, 

Fell into a iadnes, then into a fait. 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weskenefle. 

Thence to lightnes, and by this dcclenfioa, 

Into the madnes wherein now hee raues. 

And all wee mourne lor. 

King. Doe you thinke this ? 

Quee. It may bee very like. _ 

Pol. Hath there becnefuch a time, I would faine know that, 
That I haue pofitiuely faid, tis fo, 

When ic pro a’d ocherwife? 

King. Not that I know'. 

P ol, Taketbrs, from this, if this be otherwife; 

If circumftances leade mce, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though itwerehidindeede 
Wi'hiti the Center. 

Ki 'g. How may' wee try it forthcr f , 

Pol. You know fometiines hcewalkesfoure bourcs toget t 
Heerc in the Lobby.. 


Prince of Denmark* 

'A 

Be vou and I behind an Arras then, - , u • 

Marke the encounter, if he loue her not. 

And bee not from hisreafon faine thereon 
Let me be no affiftant for a ftate 
But kcepe a farme and carters. 

King. Weewilltryeit. ^ 

* Enter Hamlet. 

Quee. But looke where fadly thepoore wretch comes reading 
P«/.Away,I doe befeech you both away. Exit King and Quee. 

lie bord him prcfqntly.oh giue me lcaue. 

How does my good Lord Hamlet} 

Ham. Well, God a mercy. 

Pol. Doe you know me my Lordr 
H am. Excellent well,you are a Eilhmonger, 

Pol. Not I my Lord. 

H am. Then 1 would you were fo hqneft a man. 

Pol. HoneftmyLord. 

Ham. I fir to be honeft as this world goes. 

Is to be one man pickt out of tenne thoufand, 

Pol. That's very true my Lord. .j 

Ham. For if the funne breed maggots in a dead aogge, being 
a good killing carrion. Haue you a daughter? 

‘Pol. I haue my Lord. 

Ham. Let her not walked th Sunne , conception is a blefing. 
But as your daughter may conccauc, friend looke. to t,. , 

Pol. How fay you b.y chat,liill harping on my daughter, yet he 
knew m^ not at firft, a fayd I was a Fishmonger , a is farre gone, 
andtruelyinmyyouth, I fuffred much cxti emity for loue , very 
neere this, lie fpeake to him againc. What doe you read my 
Lord. 

Ham. Words, words,words. 

’Pol. What is the matter my Lord, 

Ham, Bccwecnewho. 

Pol. I meane the matter that you read my Lord., 

H am. Slanders fir;for the fatericall rogue faies here , that old 
men haue gray beards, that their faces are wrincklcd, their eyes 
purging thick Amber, 8c plurautrec gum, 8c that they haue a plen- 



